118
so he won't know what's going on, and look at you! High
time you understood what's forbidden!"
"Enough, mother," said Pavel. "Matvei Ivanovich has
a good heart and there's no sense in making him angry,
We're friends, It's quite by chance that he's the one to
be present during your visit today. Usually it's the as-
sistant head."
'Time's up," said the jailor, glancing at his watch.
"Thanks, mother dear," said Pavel. "Don't worry.
They'll let me out soon."
He embraced her warmly and kissed her, and she was
so moved and happy that she cried.
"Come away," said the jailor, muttering as he led her
down the corridor, "Don't cry, they'll let him out. They'll
let them all out. It's too crowded in here."
When she reached home she told the kkokhol all
about it, smiling brightly, with quivering brows.
"It was smart the way I let him know. He understood.
He must have," she added with a sigh, "or he wouldn't
have been so tender. He's never that way."
"You're a funny one!" laughed the khokhoL "People
want all sorts of things, but all a mother wants is love."
"But those people, Andryusha, you should have seen
them!" she cried with sudden animation. "The way they
get used to it! Their children snatched away from them
and thrown in jail, and they acting as if nothing had ever
happened! Coming there and sitting and waiting and
talking over the news. If educated people get used to it
like that, what can you expect of us ignorant folk?"
"Oh, of course," replied the khokhol with characteristic
irony. "After all, the law's easier on them than it is on
us, and they have more use for the law than we have. So
if they themselves get socked over the head with it once
in a while they make a face, but not much of a one. It's
easier to take a beating from your own club than from
somebody else's,"

